THE SPANISH  WAR
waded Into the rushes and stood still     That was perhaps
the best, as a bomb falling in the river would have a very
localised influence    I found a small ditch, almost shaped
like a grave, which was some five feet deep, and that made
an excellent, indeed an ideal, shelter for myself and three
companions.   Those Red 'planes flew over us in pairs
continuously for about three hours and dropped, accord-
ing to staff calculations, some one hundred and seventy
light and heavy bombs.   It was an unpleasant experience,
but in my little "grave" I felt secure from anything but
that most unlikely thing, a direct hit.
Night was falling when finally they dropped their last
bombs and flew away.   Ambulances were speeding up
the road, and the dead and dying were being carried away.
Not a heavy casualty list, I was told, only ten dead and
twenty-five wounded for  all that noise and all those
'planes.   The General and his staff were safe, as not a
single bomb had hit the already wrecked bridge    Sen-
sible Antome, when he knew we had reached the Guadar-
rama bridge, had nosed forward cautiously with the car.
My friend d'Hospital's chauffeur had followed suit.   The
air raids had kept them back for a little, but when dusk
began to fall they had again pushed forward and, leaving
the river, we were hailed by them and both felt grate-
ful to our men for their initiative, as we had thought
we would have to walk back as far as we had come.   In
Torrijos we had fixed on some local legal luminary's
house as our headquarters, and there we wrote our mes-
sages. D'Hospital, seeing that I was tired out and knowing
how the terrible condition of the road as far as Maqueda
hurt my back, offered to take my messages to Talavera
for me, "on condition," he said, "that you see I have
a good dinner when I return "
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